A very Godly Song, . 
Int ĩtuled, the earneſt petitioh of a Faithſull Chr iſtian being Clerk of Bog. + 5 
nant made upon his dearh- bed, at the inſtance of his tranſmutation 

| | Toa ſweetſolemn tune. 8 * 


b 


N Bw my paintul eyes lye rowling, In this wozlv A nothing crate, 
Lan mp paſſing bell is towitng, Dut to ing my ſoul to grave. 


Wowling ſw&tiy I lye dying, In the gravs while J lie ping, 
And mp lite is trom me flying,  Angois have my ſeul fukeping; 
Grant me frength O gracious God, When the bells are foz me ringing, 
Foꝛ to indure thy heavy Rod Loꝛd receibe m ſoul with using. 
Chen ſhall J rejoyce and ſing, Then hallY be tr from pain; 

Mich Pſalms unto my heavenly King Zo live and never die again. 

Simeon that bleed man. While the wozms cozruption b2&d on. 
Weleeved Chꝛiſt when he was come UTatit my noflome co2ps to fad on, 
And thon he did voſtre to die Pp fervent ſonl this p2iſon loathiug; 


To live with him eternally, Cxavesa Robe of Angels cloathing, 
Chꝛiſt wꝛought me a ſtrong @alvation, Farewell wozly and wozlvly glozy, 


By his death and bitter paſſion, Fare wen all things tranſitozp. 
He hach waſht and made me elean, Son hillmy toni a ſcenvefh, 
That Jſhould neter ſin again And Oovs ropal thzons attenveth, 
Grie vous pains did call and cry, Farewsl wife and chilvzen \mal, 
O man pꝛepare thy ſelf to die, Foz A mult go now Cali doth call, 
Al my lins J have lamented, And (63 wp death be pe content, 
Aud to die J am contented, ten F ain gone do not lamert, 


Stllp ſoul the 1. oꝛd recoive thee, = 5 
Death tis come and lifs mut lea be tha 
Death will tarry ao mans leſſuye, Mo the bell doth ceaſe to towle, 


Thon farewell all earthly pleaſures Swect Je Chxiſt reecive my ſoul, 
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